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ing ends of the chains]*

LIZA [taking a ring off] This ring isnt the jeweller's: It's the one
you bought me in Brighton. I dont want it now. [Higgins clashes
the ring violently into the fireplace, and turns on her so threatening^
that she crouches over the piano with her hands over her face, and
exclaims] Dont you hit me.

HIGGINS. Hit you! You infamous creature, how dare you
accuse me of such a thing? It is you who have hit me. You
have wounded me to the heart,

LIZA [thrilling with hidden joy] I'm glad. Ive got a little of my
own back, anyhow.

HIGGINS [with dignity\ in his finest professional style] You have
caused me to lose my temper: a thing that has hardly ever hap-
pened to me before. I prefer to say nothing more tonight. I am
going to bed.

LIZA [pertly] Youd better leave a note for Mrs Pearce about the
coffee; for she wont be told by me,

HIGGINS [formally] Damn Mrs Pearce; and damn the coffee;
and damn you; and [wildly] damn my own folly in having
lavished my hard-earned knowledge and the treasure of my
regard and intimacy on a heartless guttersnipe. [He goes out with
impressive decorum^ and spoils it by slamming the door savagely].

Eli^a goes down on her knees on the hearthrug to look fir the ring*
When she finds it she considers for a moment what to do with it.
Finally she flings it down on the dessert stand and goes upstairs in a

tearing rage.

******

The furniture of Eliza's room has been increased by a big
wardrobe and a sumptuous dressing-table. She comes in and
switches on the electric light. She goes to the wardrobe; opens it;
and pulls out a walking dress, a hat, and a pair of shoes, which
she throws on the bed. She takes off her evening dress and shoes;
then takes a padded hanger from the wardrobe; adjusts it care-
fully in the evening dress; and hangs it in the wardrobe, which
she shuts with a slam. She puts on her walking shoes, her walking
dress, and hat. She takes her wrist watch from the dressing-table
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